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Chapter One
As I lie here in the vast, endlessly dark room, I am naked. My ankles and wrists are warmed by the cold metal chains that pull them toward opposite bedposts of a stiff, uncomfortably comfortable bed. A gag silences my mouth, and a blindfold shuts my eyes off from the rest of the darkness. There is a clamp on my right nipple and a brand new piercing on my left one. My bum and back burn with painful, blissful sensation.

My mind and body are completely, entirely, utterly surrendered to the man standing in front of me. And yet a thought crosses my mind, one that is not so rare, though totally unexpected given my circumstances:

“How did I get here?”

…

As you might’ve guessed, I started out somewhere completely different.

I was born in Colombia, a little more than twenty-five years ago. I grew up in a happy, religious family in the city of Barranquilla, a name you’d probably never have heard of had you not picked up this book.

Barranquilla was a big, diverse, and open-minded city. My family was not so much.

My father was a minister. Faith was very important to him, and so it was very important in our household. We did everything by the “rules.” We said grace, we went to church and Sunday school, and I sang in the church choir. Both of my older brothers were altar boys at some point, and we all helped our father with his sermons. We knew parts of the Bible by heart and could quote them for any occasion.

Knowing that He was watching over me made me feel safe when I was a child. By the time I turned eighteen, it scared me to death.

I had started having thoughts I tried very hard to fight off. I tried, with all my heart, not to think them. It rarely worked.

The boyfriend was Marco. Two years older than us, he was one of the cool guys. He was a musician with his own band, tall, with long hair and piercings all over his face.

I liked hanging out with the two of them, and they, luckily, seemed to enjoy my company as well.

We spent hours together. I found myself drawn more and more towards them, attracted to the freedom they had, outside of the boundaries of religious or conservative beliefs, curious about the way they acted with each other, the words they said to each other, the looks they gave each other.

I wasn’t going to admit it to anyone, but I did want what they had. I wanted that closeness to someone. It felt grown up, and real, and beautiful. I wanted someone to hold my hand as we walked down the street, to walk me home after class, to kiss me goodbye.

A kiss goodbye was all it took, really, to change my life forever.

They usually gave each other a peck on the cheek, or a quick kiss on the lips. They never said it, but I believe it was out of respect towards me, and I appreciated it, although, secretly, I never really minded their kisses.

I actually found them exciting. Exotic even. That one day, however, they kissed differently than any other time. As their lips locked, I expected them to slip apart in a matter of seconds, but they didn’t. He bit her lower lip, as she let out a quiet, whispery moan. His hand was on her head, playing with her hair.

His other hand held her as close to his body as possible. They didn’t stop kissing.

They closed their eyes and smiled while they were doing it, and every now and then, one of them would secretly open them and take a peek, and they’d get caught right away. And then it happened: Marco had her hair in his hand, and gently pulled it away from him. She let out a louder moan. To this day, I am not sure if it was out of surprise or pain.

Their lips parted for just a second, then he pushed her hair, and her head with it, back towards his. They kissed again, this time even more passionately, probably forgetting that I was even there.

I turned my head to the side. Partially because I didn’t want them to know I was watching. More so, because I didn’t want them to see me blush.

…

We walked home in complete silence that evening. Rosa tried to start a conversation a few times, but my answers were short and obviously not interested. I barely even knew what she was saying when she did.

I arrived home, and walked straight to my room. I closed the door, and lay on my bed. I felt Marco’s hand on my hair. His lips on mine, as he pulled my hair away from him.

He decided when I was to kiss him. He decided what I did with my lips. I felt his every touch. I felt his breath on mine.

I skipped dinner. I couldn’t sit at a table with my parents, thinking about that kiss. I couldn’t say grace to God, when my desires were far from right. I felt guilty. I felt dirty.

I wanted to think that the kiss was disrespectful towards Rosa. I wanted to think that it was forceful. But all I could think of, ALL I could think of, was that I wanted someone to kiss me like that.

That night, I dreamt of kissing Marco. Over and over again, he’d pull my hair, bite my lip and then gently soften the pain with his tongue. I woke up feeling wetness in between my legs. I had no idea what it was, at the time. I knew, however, that I wanted more.

I felt as if my body and my mind had betrayed me. I felt as if Rosa and Marco had as well. My innocence was gone, and I hadn’t even done anything. But it was gone, and there was no way I could bring it back.

…

As time went by, it became easier and easier not to think about the kiss. After a while, I stopped checking out every guy on the street, wondering whether he would kiss me the way Marco did, had he had the chance.

I stopped dreaming about it every night. It did cross my mind every now and then, but by the time I was twenty, I had once again convinced myself that I was the same, innocent, pure Sofia who was waiting for the right guy, and the right, gentle kiss.

Boy, was I wrong.

I met Thomas at the beach the summer I turned twenty.

I could’ve sworn that he intentionally decided he wanted to meet a girl at the beach, so he could show off his amazing, perfectly built six-pack.

He was, by far, the most handsome guy I had ever met in person. He had dark hair, messed up by the wind and the water, falling over his right eye. He was tall. His hands were big and strong. His skin was dark, and his eyes were bright green. He was full of self-confidence, and I found that incredibly attractive.

He sat next to me, and without even introducing himself, asked me if I would like to go out to dinner later in the night. Now, if it were any other guy, I would’ve considered this extremely rude and would’ve never even considered the possibility of going out with him. Thomas, however, and his self-confident smile, were not easy to say no to.

He knew that, and I liked the fact that he did. He had control over the situation. He knew I’d say yes.

And I did. I did say yes.

Our first date was my first date ever. I was nervous. A friend of mine, Maria, came over and helped me choose the clothes I was going to wear. It was as if we were, at that moment, making the decision that would affect our lives forever. It really did feel that way.

I tried everything on. In the end, we decided on a long, white dress that suited my olive skin perfectly well.

I let my hair down, and the curls fell over my shoulders and covered the straps of the dress. I put just a little lipstick on; I was never into makeup all that much. But I did want him to like me. And I did want him to think I was pretty.

He picked me up at eight. My father was the one who opened the door, as if by chance, in reality wanting to check him out and see if he was good enough for me. As I came to the door, Thomas told me I looked beautiful.

Mission accomplished, I thought to myself.

By the end of our date, it was quite obvious that we liked each other. He kept touching my shoulders and my hand.

I kept messing up my sentences out of excitement. He repeatedly told me how beautiful I was, and I smiled each time. As we got out of the restaurant, he offered to walk me home.

My heart started beating as fast as it could without bursting out of my chest. I knew what it meant. I knew he would kiss me.

Every thought, every feeling, every sensation I had had in the past, those few months after seeing Rosa and Marco kiss, was now back. Stronger, more intense than ever before. I didn’t say a word as we walked home. I was scared that the moment I opened my mouth, it would reveal all my secret fantasies. I was afraid that he could notice them just by looking at me, even.

I am sure I was blushing.

He kissed me right in front of my door. He was very, very gentle. He placed his lips onto mine, and moved his tongue along the length of my lower lip. He held my hand in one of his hands, and touched my cheek with the other one. His tongue parted my lips and slid in between them.

I had never felt the taste of another person’s tongue before. I had never tasted someone’s lips either. It was finally happening. Our tongues started twirling around each other, leaving the other person’s lips every now and then just to get back to them the very next second. His warm hand was touching my cheek, his other one strongly holding my hand. I loved it. I enjoyed it. And I was really looking forward to his hand moving towards my hair and pulling it backwards.

That, however, didn’t happen.

He gave me one last quick kiss on the lips, told me he was going to call the next day, and left.

I didn’t move from the door. Instead, I watched him disappear into the night, walking slowly and turning his head back towards me every now and then to give me a smile. I was lucky, I remember thinking to myself. He was smart, he studied political science.

He was beautiful. And, he wanted me.

I wanted him too.

Yet, that kiss was not what I was hoping for. While beautiful, it was not what I expected.

It didn’t make me feel the way I wanted it to. It didn’t send shivers throughout my body. It didn’t make my lips tremble, it didn’t make my heart stop beating for a second.

What was wrong with me???

I knew I was going to stay with Thomas for a long, long time. We were perfect together!

Soon after our first date, we had our second one, then the third one, and before I could even think about it, he was introducing me to his friends as his girlfriend.

He came from a religious family as well, so he understood and respected my hesitance towards having sex, although, sometimes, when I got lost in the fantasy world of my secret wishes and dreams, a world where I was free to do whatever I wanted to, or at least, as it turned out, I was free to do whatever he wanted me to, I wished he would just grab me, take my clothes off, and make love to me before I was even completely naked.

He was way too respectful to do that.

I despised it.

Five months into our relationship, we finally did it. It was his first time too, although he only admitted it a few days before we had sex. He was embarrassed by it; I found it cute. I was relieved I wasn’t the only one who had no idea what to do.

To say that it was the best experience of my life would be a lie. Each one of us could clearly tell that the other one was a virgin: we were confused, and scared, and nervous. All that stopped us from enjoying it as much as we could’ve, but it was still a pretty good night. I had never seen his penis erect before, and it seemed really big. I thought it would hurt too much, but it didn’t.

Maybe ’cause he was gentle. Maybe because he made sure I was wet before he pushed the head in. Maybe because he did it slowly and carefully.

I was thankful, but disappointed. Maybe I wanted him to push it all in at once.

I never told him, of course.

As they say, practice does make perfect. It became better and better each time we did it again. We started talking about it, sharing the things we liked and disliked, the moves that turned us on, and the stuff we really liked to do during sex.

He enjoyed it a lot. He would orgasm in a matter of minutes (which I found quite irritating and selfish, I must admit), and be ready for round two in just as much time.

I was harder to turn on, but with time he learned some things that worked better than others.

Still, however, it didn’t do to my mind and to my body what that one kiss, a kiss that I wasn’t even a part of, had managed to do years before.

Every now and then he would come close to making me feel that way.

He would place his palm on my butt, and I’d wait for him to spank me, even as gently as possible. He would touch my hair with his hand, and I’d get excited, hoping he was about to pull it. He would squeeze my nipple, very gently, and I’d wish he’d squeeze it harder.

He never did any of those things.

After two years at the university in Barranquilla, I decided it was time to try and make it on my own: not without Thomas, but without my parents looking over my shoulder the whole time.

I needed to feel free, even for a while. I needed to feel independent and self-sufficient; I wanted to learn how to take care of myself. So, without telling anyone, I applied to a few universities in the US, and got accepted at NYU, which was my number one choice anyway!

Thomas was the first person I told. I loved him, and I needed to talk to him before telling anyone else.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to leave him behind. I didn’t really believe in long distance relationships, but I also didn’t want to break up with him. I am not sure if that was because I loved him, or because he was the only man I had slept with. Either way, I decided my only option was to convince him to come with me.

He said no.

My handsome boy decided to stay in Barranquilla and take care of his old, sick mother. I respected him for that decision, yet was devastated to know he wasn’t coming with me.

I expected that I’d be torn about staying in Colombia with him, yet I didn’t doubt my decision to leave even for one second.

He took me to the airport, and kissed me more passionately than ever as I was about to head out towards the gate. His eyes were filled with tears, and his voice was shaking. We had decided to try the long distance thing, but neither of us expected it to work.

“Write to me,” I whispered as I went away.

I looked back and he was gone.

…

Living in NYC was all I had hoped for! I literally felt as if the city was created for me specifically. Everything I wanted, or needed, could be found in NYC.

I loved the huge parks in the midst of the most urban jungle I’d ever seen. I loved the yellow cabs, the tall buildings, the busy streets. I enjoyed the variety of restaurants, and I made sure I tried food from each corner of the world. Most of all, I loved the people. I loved their diversity and their acceptance. No matter how strange you thought you were, you were normal in NYC.

I lived alone, just a few blocks away from the university. Another girl who took some of the same classes that I did lived in the building next to mine, so we became really close friends after a short while. Her name was Anna.

She was an American, she was born in Boston, and had just moved to NYC a few months before I did. She was friendly and outgoing; her personality fit perfectly with my shyness and quietness.

Neither one of us knew it at the time, but Anna was going to turn my world upside down.

Three years later, I was a real New Yorker. I was always in a hurry, I had almost lost my accent, and I used my bike to reach any destination in the city. I lived in the same apartment as I did at the beginning. Anna had moved into the extra room I had.

We enjoyed living together. She helped me expand my social circle, meet some new people, go out every now and then. I helped her get more comfortable being by herself, even if for short periods of time.

Her boyfriend came over every now and then, and they’d lock themselves in her room the second he’d enter the apartment. I didn’t like him as much, so I didn’t mind not having to sit with him and go through the awkward silence and forced conversation, yet, sometimes, when their lovemaking was getting really loud, I kind of wished for the awkwardness of two people who don’t like each other having to talk to each other anyway.

I hadn’t been seeing anyone. Nothing serious, at least. I met two guys who got me interested, but it only lasted for a night, both times. I was fine with that.

The first one, Assad, was from Yemen. He was studying in the US just like me. He was handsome, but not very experienced. I was fine going through that with Thomas, because I wasn’t either, but for some reason, even though it might sound selfish, I wasn’t in the mood to give him sex lessons. So we never saw each other again.

The second one was Mark. Mark was really drunk the night we met, and I am still not sure if he’d know who I am if we met on the street one day. The sex was good, very passionate. We did it in his car, and as I was putting my clothes back on, he spanked my butt.

It wasn’t even during sex; it was once it was all over. Yet, it turned me on more than anything we did before.

“Do that again, and I’ll take my clothes back off,” I said.

He did. We did it again. I was too embarrassed to call him the next day.

…

And then, one night, it happened.

My life was changed forever.

Anna had invited me to one of her friends’ birthday party at a bar in Soho. I hesitated whether to go, because exams were getting closer, and I could’ve used the extra time, but Anna insisted it was time to have some fun. It wasn’t easy to say no to her, so I got dressed up and ready to go.

I put on a short black dress that fell perfectly well over my thin, long figure. My arms were only partially covered by a gray scarf, and I pulled my only pair of black high heels from the back of the closet. I let my hair down to fall on my back, put some makeup on, perfume, and I was done.

I did feel beautiful, even though I didn’t think it was important to do so that night. It was.

We arrived a little later than ten, and Anna headed out to find her friend and get us drinks. I stood in the corner, looking around to see if there was anyone I knew from school. A guy approached me asking me what time it was.

I wasn’t sure if he really needed the time, or just wanted to strike up a conversation, but it was too loud to talk to him anyway, so I just showed him my watch. He did flatter me, though.

I waited for another five minutes, and then I noticed Anna’s red dress somewhere in the crowd. I was happy she was coming back; I was seriously considering leaving if she didn’t show up within another ten minutes.

As she came closer to me, I noticed she was coming with a man, and although he seemed to be very close to her, touching her and laughing a lot, I was pretty sure I had never seen him before.

He did catch my eye, however. He was really tall, buff, muscular. He had a full beard. I had never kissed someone with a beard. For a second, I wondered what it would be like, then snapped out of it. He had light brown hair, and was very well dressed.

He looked older, more serious than the rest of the guys at the party. Yet, he seemed much more interesting than any one of them.

As they both approached me, he looked me straight in the eyes. It was intense.

To this day, I cannot think of another word to explain it, but intense.

He stared at me for a while, then lowered his head towards mine, and whispered in my ear, while holding out his hand to say hello.

“I’m Grayson. Grayson Wolfe.”
Chapter Two
I felt a chill pass through me at the feeling of his breath against the shell of my ear. It took me a second to gather my wits and respond to his introduction.

“Nice to meet you,” was all I managed to get out.

“And you as well,” he said. He spoke smoothly and easily.

I couldn’t say anything. I just looked dumbly up at him as I tried to think of something to say to him. A part of me wanted to head straight for the door.

“Did you come here alone?” he asked me, and I felt my eyes widen a little.

“No,” I answered. “I came here with my friend, Anna.”

As I mentioned her, I looked around the room for any sight of her, hoping that I would be able to see her and make an escape. This man, Grayson, had me flustered in ways I hadn’t felt in years. Just the way he looked at me made my heart beat fast.

Thankfully, I caught sight of Anna close by at the bar. She was chatting with another woman, someone I didn’t recognize.

“She’s right over there,” I said, and nodded toward her. I avoided looking him in the eye.

“I see,” he said. He seemed to be a little amused, and it made me feel embarrassed.

“I’d better go see what she’s up to,” I said, making an excuse.

“I suppose so,” I could hear the smile in his voice.

“Have a good evening,” I said in a rush. I was already making a straight path to Anna.

My heart beat hard in my chest. It took all I had in me not to look back. I could feel his eyes on me with every step I took.

Finally, I reached where Anna was talking with her friend.

“Hey!” she greeted me cheerily. “How are you liking the party?”

“It’s nice,” I said, and forced a smile. “I was thinking about heading home soon.”

“Really?!” Anna sounded horrified. “It feels like we just got here!”

“You could stay, of course,” I placed a hand on her forearm to calm her. “I’m just feeling a little tired and I have a couple things to do. I’ll just call a cab.”

“Are you sure?” Anna said with a little pout on her face. “I feel bad for dragging you out just for you to go home so early.”

“Don’t feel bad,” I reassured her. “I’ll see you when you get home.”

“Okay,” Anna said, and I could hear the reluctance and guilt in her voice. “Be safe!”

“You know I will,” I smiled at her over my shoulder as I made a straight line for the door.

As I headed out, I couldn’t keep my eyes from moving around the party. A part of me hoped that I would be able to catch sight of Grayson again, and another part of me really hoped I could get out of there without another interaction with him.

I didn’t see him, and while a part of me was relieved, another part of me was disappointed. My mind was filled with thoughts of him as I rode the elevator back down to the street level.

In fact, I thought about him all the way home. It was easy for me to get the attention of a cab driver. He gave me a suggestive look, seeing how I was dressed, but I chose to ignore it and just gave him my address.

As he drove, my mind stayed stuck on the commanding man I had met at the party. He seemed calm, collected and in control. He gave off a powerful energy that seemed to scream that he was in charge.

The more I thought about him, the more I felt my body beginning to react. I was very grateful when the cab arrived at my apartment building. I paid him, and promptly went inside. Partly just to get off the street alone at such a late hour, and partly because I was eager to get home.

As soon as I made it to my room, I shut and locked my door behind me. I hung my scarf up on a rack inside my door. I made quick work of stripping out of my dress, hanging it nicely in the closet, and tossing my underwear into the hamper. I stepped out of my heels and pushed them into the closet.

I picked out a pair of soft cotton shorts and an oversized t-shirt I always wore for bed, and hastily put them on. I knew I just needed to go to sleep and try to forget about the man I met at the party.

Sleep was not easy to come by. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Grayson’s face and his piercing eyes. The image sent tingles running through my body, and a wetness spread between my legs.

Finally, determined to just get it out of my system and get some sleep, I slid my hand under the waistband of my shorts. Just as I began to touch myself though, I heard the front door slam against the wall, and the combination of a crash and a moan of pain.

I knew Anna had come home drunk, and had crashed into our coffee table.

I sighed, and withdrew my hand from my sex, determined to help my friend into bed.

I opened my bedroom door, and just as I suspected, Anna was in a heap on the floor. She looked up at me pitifully, and I moved over to help her up.

I supported most of her weight as I carried her into her room. I helped her get her shoes off, and laid her on her side on her bed. I put a trashcan by the side of the bed just in case she ended up throwing up.

I put a glass of water on her nightstand, as well as some pain relievers. I knew she would have a nasty headache when she woke up.

I stayed with her for a little while as she mumbled drunken ‘thank you’s. I gently rubbed her back, and made sure she didn’t roll over and risk choking on her own puke in the night. By the time she fell asleep, my eyes were drooping, and it was all I could do to cross back through the apartment and fall into my own bed.

The next morning, I woke to the smell of pancakes and coffee. I stretched a little before getting out of bed to go see what was going on in the kitchen.

It seemed that Anna had risen earlier, and had started all this cooking. She gave me a smile as she saw me come in.

“Good morning,” she chirped, and I looked at the breakfast bar to see a plate full of pancakes, eggs and sausage, as well as a cup of coffee set beside it.

“Is this for me?” I asked, gesturing to the plate.

“Yes, as a thank you for putting up with my drunk ass last night,” Anna explained, smiling guiltily.

“I’m honestly surprised you could even do this,” I raised my brow.

“Oh, trust me, I have a killer headache,” Anna rolled her eyes. “And I threw up about three times this morning. But that doesn’t mean I shouldn’t cook you breakfast.”

“Well I’m not going to say no,” I shrugged, and sat down to dig into the delicious food.

Anna and I chatted a little more, but eventually she had to get ready for class, and so did I. Our routines were pretty much the same week in and week out, only interrupted on occasion when Anna would convince me to go out with her.

The spell of last night’s party was broken, and real life had set back in.

That is, until a few days later, when I saw him again.

I had decided on a different route for my afternoon run. I liked to put my extra energy to good use, and I knew I needed to keep my body in good shape. Recently, though, I had gotten bored seeing the same sights on my runs every day, so I opted to shake it up.

My new route took me past several new areas, and into a shopping district that I had never been to, as I never had that much money to spend on clothes. It was in the front of one of these stores that I saw him.

At first, I doubted my eyes. But the longer I looked, the surer I became. It was without a doubt, Grayson Wolfe.

I stopped running so that I could look more closely at him. He was every bit as tall and broad as I remembered, his bulky frame filling up the gray cable knit sweater he wore. A pair of dark jeans likewise accentuated his muscular thighs and buttocks. His light brown hair was styled perfectly, and his beard was well trimmed.

I felt a flutter in my stomach just from the sight of him, and a blush crept into my face. I remembered how it felt when he whispered his name into my ear. A shudder passed through my body at the memory.

However, the perfection of his image was marred by the presence of a woman at his side. She was tall and slender and beautiful, with silky-looking blonde hair that fell around her shoulders in waves. His arm was wound tightly around her waist, holding her firmly to his side.

I tried to stifle the disappointment I felt at seeing him with a woman. I knew it was silly of me. After all, I had literally only spoken to the man once in passing at a party. It wasn’t like I had some sort of claim on him.

Still, I couldn’t deny the instant pull I had felt toward him, or the way he made my heart race. How could I not? He was hot.

Seeing him with such a beautiful woman, though, really put things into perspective for me. This was the kind of woman he would be with, not me. She could afford to shop at all these fancy stores, while I could barely afford to take my run through the area. Not to mention, she was absolutely stunning. Certainly more beautiful than me.

So, I took my daily dose of reality in stride and picked up on my run, eventually making my way back home to my apartment to shower off.

While I was in the shower, I heard the door open. I knew already that it was Anna. This habit of walking in on me while I was showering had taken me off guard at first, but now it was commonplace between us.

“Hey,” I heard Anna’s cheery voice as I lathered up my hair with shampoo. “What are you doing later tonight?”

I let out a sigh. I knew that somehow, no matter what I said, I was going to end up going out. Anna was never one to be denied.

“Nothing,” I answered her resignedly, letting the hot water rinse the suds from my hair.

“Well I was going to ask if you wanted to go out with some of us,” she pitched. “We were going to check out that new club that just opened up a few blocks away.”

“New club?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Anna confirmed, her voice rising with excitement. “It’s called Pinnacle or something. It’s been open for about a week or so. I think it would be fun!”

I let out another sigh. I knew there was no amount of homework I could claim to have that would get me out of this.

“Pleaaaaase!” Anna whined, and I could see her cute pout without even looking at her. “I’ll buy your first round!”

Out of her sight, I shook my head. But a smile worked its way onto my face.

“Well who would I be to turn down that offer,” I replied. Anna squealed in delight, and I heard the bathroom door shut as she scurried out, probably to start getting ready.

I finished up my shower and also started the process of getting ready to go out. If I was perfectly honest, I did need a good night of drinking and dancing. I had been too flustered at the party Anna had taken me to because of Grayson to actually have a good time.

What I needed now was a dark club, flashing lights, throbbing music, and hot bodies to rub against. I would have the security of my friends in case something went wrong. But best case scenario, I might even run into a smoldering hot guy to take home and work out some of the sexual tension that had been building up inside me.

I picked out a dark green dress that clung to my slender curves, and paired it with some black ankle boots that would show off my long legs. In spite of the front I put up for Anna, I was actually excited to go out.

I picked out a black clutch to put my debit card and ID in, as well as some mints just in case I needed them. When I was ready to go, I met up with Anna in the living room. She looked spectacular, in a sleeveless black dress and a pair of strappy heels.

“Ready?” she asked me cheerily.

“Definitely!” I responded.

We went down the elevator and onto the street. The club was not far at all, so we headed there on foot. By the time we got there, our friends were waiting for us outside, and we were all checked at the door by a bouncer before finally being admitted.

The club immediately lived up to all my expectations. There was a large dance floor, with lush seating and tables against the walls. A bar took up the back of the room. Strobe lights illuminated the place to the beat of incredibly loud dance music. A throng of people occupied the dance floor, and the smell of sweat and alcohol filled the air.

It was absolutely perfect. We all took a moment just to take it all in. Then, I turned to Anna, taking her by the arm.

“Come on!” I urged her. “Time to get me that drink!”

Anna smiled brightly, and we headed straight for the bar. It would be our first drink of many that night.

While I was usually the quiet, reserved one of our friend group, I let go of all my inhibitions. I didn’t stay in one place for any more than a few seconds at a time. The only time I even ventured from the dance floor was to go to the bar to order another drink.

That night, with the music and lights blaring around me, I felt like a wild creature. I danced with complete strangers, letting their energy swirl around me and fuel my own passions even higher.

While I had originally intended for this to be a release of my sexual frustrations, it only served to heighten them more. Each person I danced with seemed to arouse me. Each time someone took hold of my hips, I had to suppress a moan of desire.

Still, while many people wanted to dance, I knew the amount of people that were interested in fucking a drunk girl was much slimmer. I knew I had consumed far too much alcohol. The room was starting to spin a little, even when I was standing still. But there was no reasoning with me, and I kept returning to the bar for more.

Hours passed, and still we lingered. Fortunately, I was not the only one of my friends that had gotten carried away. It seemed that Anna, too, had drunk more than her fair share. She was leaning heavily against one of our male colleagues, Adam. He looked over at me, a plea for help clear in his eyes.

I knew it was getting late, and that we would probably all have to pack it in sooner or later anyway. So I moved in to take Anna off of Adam’s hands. He mouthed a ‘thank you’ at me as I draped her arm over my shoulder.

“Yeah, yeah,” I mumbled at him.

I stumbled a little at the effort of supporting Anna’s weight. If I was perfectly honest with myself, I probably should have asked for some help getting home too. But I was usually the one that was the soberest at the end of the night. How could they have known that I was completely trashed?

Getting up the stairs and back onto street level was a real challenge, but finally, I was able to make it up with Anna still hanging limply at my side. She was out of it, but not quite as badly as she had been some nights before. At least now her feet were under her, and she was helping me to stumble along.

I immediately veered over to the inside of the sidewalk so I could use the buildings there to support myself. I couldn’t even walk a straight line, and suddenly the short walk home seemed a whole lot longer.

Little by little, though, we helped each other make it back to our apartment building. I wasn’t entirely sure, but I think Anna caught onto the fact that I was much more drunk than usual, and got her act together a little bit.

Finally, we made it to our building, and moved inside to the elevator. We each leaned heavily on the handrails as it carried us up to our floor. The movement of the elevator made my stomach lurch, and I worried for a moment that I would throw up.

No sooner had the thought crossed my mind, though, the doors slid open, and Anna and I spilled out into the hallway. We stumbled a little, and once again used the walls for support as we made our way to our door.

I leaned my shoulder against the doorframe as I squinted into my clutch, searching for my keys. I nearly dropped them in the process, but I managed to stick the key in the lock and grant us entrance into our home.

Anna stumbled in, and I just barely managed to catch her before she banged her shins on our coffee table again.

“Oops,” she slurred, and a charming smile worked its way onto her face.

I smiled back, and started to guide her toward her room. In the process, though, I lost my balance a little, and it was Anna’s turn to help me keep steady.

“I think it’s my turn,” Anna laughed, and the words ran together a little as she turned us around toward my room on the other side of the living area.

If I had been even a little more steady, I would have objected. But my vision was blurred and my mind was completely foggy, so I let her lead me into my room.

Anna lowered me to sit on the edge of my bed, and I stayed still as she unzipped my ankle boots and slid them off my feet to rest at the foot of my bed. She took my clutch and set it on my dresser.

Anna turned then, and her eyes traced over me. She was likely trying to see if there was anything else she could take off of me to make me more comfortable before I passed out. Her eyes seemed to linger at my breasts, and I saw some kind of emotion pass through them before she suddenly looked away and blushed.

I was puzzled, but I couldn’t deny the spark of heat in my stomach that her look had caused. She scurried around the room, putting my trash can beside my bed so that I could make use of it in the event I needed to throw up.

But I was much less interested in her doings than I was interested in the way she had just looked at me.

Finally, it seemed she ran out of things to do. She stood a little awkwardly, a red flush still on her face, as she looked anywhere around the room but at me.

“Anna?” I spoke, and she looked over at me. Again I saw a strange emotion flicker in her eyes.

Suddenly, I recognized what emotion I was seeing there. It made my stomach twist to think that my friend and roommate was looking at me with lust.

More than that, though, I found that my body was not responding negatively. In fact, it was doing quite the opposite. Maybe it was the sexual tension I had been feeling
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